156                 LETTERS FROM SAMOA
vided savoury tongue sandwiches and lemonade. They were handed round by our handsome Fijian boy, Thomas (more often corrupted into 'Massie'); and as he had got himself up in correct Fijian style, I think I must describe his attire. First he had on a dark-blue and white lava-lava, then a white shirt over it; and finally a broad, pale-blue sash tied round his waist, with the tails of the shirt hanging down below! The effect was striking, and his manners are most
dignified ; which is not surprising, as C-----T-----
tells us he is a member of the royal family of Fiji! His wife, Helena, is our precentor at prayers, and is also our washerwoman; and our boys' verdict concerning her is, that she is 'a very nice woman, but not so highly born' as most of our people! Louis says we '11 pull through, if that is the worst blot on our escutcheon.
April 16.
HT^HIS has been an exciting day, and I must JL begin it with sad news; my poor, dear, patient horse Tin Jack was found dead this morning, and we are all greatly grieved. He was the gentlest, tamest creature that ever existed, and I am sure we shall never see his like again; to me it is almost like losing a dear friend. This is how it happened. About a fortnight ago we thought some of the boys had been riding the horses during the night, and to